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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE following InTzRLUDE was 

| prepared for the Stage, merely 

| with a View of aſſiſting Mrs. 

Pritchard at her Benefit ; and the Deſire 
of ſerving ſo good an Actreſs, is a better 
Excuſe for its Defects, than the few 
Days in which it was written, and repre- 
ſented. Notwithſtanding the favourable 
Reception it has met with, the Author 
would not have printed it, had not his 
Friend, Mr. Hogarth, flattered him moſt 
agreeably, by thinking The Farmer and 
his Family not unworthy of a Sketch of 
his Pencil. To Him, therefore, this 
Trifle, which he has ſo much honoured, 
is inſcribed, as a faint Teſtimony of the 
ſincere Eſteem which the Writer bears 
him, both as a Man and an Artif. 
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Sessel sss 


PERSONS of the INTERLUDE. 


FARMER, (4 Mr. GARRi1cx. 
Wirz, - Mrs. BRA DSHAW. 
SALLY, Miſs HEATH. 


Dick, > Children, J Maſter Pop. 


RALPH, Maſter Ca pz. 
SCENE, The Farmer's Kitchen. 
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FARMER's RETURN 


FROM 


LOND ON. 


— 


Enter WI F E [haftily.] 


HERE are you, my Children? — 
Why Sally, Dick, Raaph ! 


Euter CHILDREN running: 


Your Father is come Heaven bleſs him! 
and ſafe, 


Enter 
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Emer FARMER. 
O Jahn! my Heart dances with Joy thou 


art come. 
FARMER, 
And troth ſo dons mine, for I love thee 
and whoam. 
| 2 
WIFE. 
Now kiſs all your Children—and now me 
agen. 
22 
O dleſs thy ſweet Feace fir one Kiſs, 
gr me ten! 2 | 
PARM E R. 
Keep Going for anon, Dame—you quoite 
-— +... {0p my Breath : 
You kill me wi Koindneſs—you buſs me 
to Death : 4 
Enough, Love enough is as good as a 
„„  _ yg —_— 
Let's ha' ſome Refreſhment 5 me and 
my Beeaſt. 


Dick, 


Dick, get me a Poipe. [Exit D.] Raapb, 
go to the Mare; 

Gi' poor Wench / ſome Oaats. [ Exit. R.] 
Dame, reach me a Chair 


bel, drau me ſome, Aal, to waſh the Dirt 
down, 


Exit Sal.] 

And then, I will tell you - of London fine 
Town. | 

[Sits down.] 


WIFE. 
O Jahn! yo've been from me—the Lord 1 
knows how long 4 


Yo've been with the Falſe. Ones, —and | 
done me ſome Wrong: > 


FARMER. 


By the Zooks but I han't— ſo hold yt 
Fool's Tongue. 

Some Tittups I ſaw, and they maade me 
to ſtare! 

Triek'd -noice out for Saale, like our 
Cattle at Fair: 


B So 


” 
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So tempting, ſo fine !—and i' cod very} 
cheap— 
But, Bridget, I know, as we ſow we muſt / 
reeap, — 
And a cunning old ram will avoid rotten 
ſheep. J 


[Enter Dick, with a Pipe and a Candl:, 
and Sal, with ſome Ale.] 


WIFE. 


But London, dear Jabn ! 


FARMER. 
Is a fine hugeous City! 


$ » 


Where the Geeſe are all Swans, and the 


Fools are all witty. 


WIFE. 
Did you ſee ony Wits ? 
FARMER. 
I look'd up and down, 
But 'twas Labour in vain—they were all 
. out of Town, 


* 
62 
- 


I aſk'd 
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[ afſk'd for the Maakers o' News, and ſuch 
Things ! 

Who know all the Secrets of Kingdoms, 
and Kings! 

So buſy were they, and ſuch Matters 
about, 

That fix Days in the Seven they never 
ſtir out. 

Koind Souls! with our Freedom they 
maake ſuch a Fuſs, 

That they loſe 1t themſelves to beſtow it 
on us. 


0. 


WIF E. 


But was't thou at Court, John What 
there haſt thou ſeen ? 


FARMER. 


I faw em Heav'n bleſs em you know 
whom I mean. 

I heard their Healths pray d for agen 
and agen, 

With Provoiſo that One may be ſick now 
and ten, 


B 2 Some 
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Some Looks ſpeak their Hearts, as it 
were with a Tongue 
O Dame Til be damn'd, if they &er 
do us Wrong : 
Here's to *em—bleſs em boath—do you 
take the Jug 
Woud't do their Hearts good—T'd ſwallow 
the mug. f 
[Drinks.] 
Come; pledge me, my Boy. [To Dick.] 
— Hold, Lad, —haſt nothing to 
ſay? 


DICK. 


Here, Daddy, — Here's to em 
[Drinks.] 


FARMER. 


DICK; 


Huzza! 


WIFE. 
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WIFE. 
What more did'ſt thou ſee, to beget Ad- 


miraation? 


FARMER. 


The City's fine Show, but firſt the 
Crownation! 

'Twas thof all the World had. been there 
with their Spouſes; 


There was Street within Street, and Houſes 
on Houſes 


I thought from above, (when the Folk 
fill'd the Pleaces) 

The Streets pav'd with Heads, and the 
Walls made of Feaces! 

Such Juſtling and Buſtling !—'twas worth 
all the Pother. 

—[ hope, from my Soul, I ſhall neer ſee 

another. 


SAL 
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8 AL. 


Dad, what did you ſee at the Pleays, and) 
the Shows ? 


FARMER. 


What did I ſee at the Pleays and the 


Shows? 
Why Bouncing and Grinning, and a 
Pow'r of fine Cloaths : 


From Top to the Bottom 'twas all 'Chant- 
ed Ground ! 

Gold, Painting, and Muſic, and Blaazing 

all round ! 

Above twas like Bedlam, all roaring and 

_ rattling! 

Below, the fine Folk were all curts'ying 
and pratling : 

Strange Jumble together—Turks, Chri/- 
tians, and Jews ! 

—At the Temple of Folly, all croud to 
the Pews. 

Here too doizen'd out, were thoſe ſeame 


 freakiſh Leadies, 


| 


Who 
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Who keep open Market—tho' Smuggling 
their Treade 1s. 
1 ſaw a new Pleay too they call'd it The 
School — | 
T thought it pure Stuff but I thought like 
a Fool— 
Twas The School of —pize on it !—my 
Mem'ry is naught— 
The Greaat ones diſlik'd CY heate 
to be taught : 
The Cratticks too grumbled—T'll tell you 
for whoy, 
They wanted to laugh—and were ready 
to croy. 


WIFE. 


Pray what are your Cratticks ? 


FARMER. 


Like Watchmen in Town, 
Lame, feeble, balf-blind, yet they knock 
Poets down. 


Life 
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Like old Juſtice #/ormwood, — a Crattick's 
a Man, 
That can't fin himſelf,— and he heates 
| thoſe that can. 
']:ne'er:went: to Opras I thought it too 
grand, | 
For poor Folk to like what they don't un- 
derſtand. 
Fhe top Joke of all, and what, pleas'd me 
the moaſt, 
Some Wiſe ones and I ſat up with a 
Ghoaſt. 


WIF E and CHILDREN. 
A Ghoaſt! [ Starting. 
FARMER. 


Yes, a Ghoaſt ! 


WIFE, 


I ſhall kwgond away, Love! 


F A R- 
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FARMER. 


Odzooks !—thou'rt as bad as thy Betters 
above 

With her Nails, and her Knuckles, ſhe 
anſwer'd ſo noice ! 

For Zes ſhe knocked Once, and for No ſhe 
knock'd Twice. 

[ aſk*d her one Thing — 


WIFE. 
What Thing? 
FARMER. 


If yo', Dame, was true ? 


IE 
And the poor Soul knock'd One. 


FARMER. fx 
By the Zounds, it was Two. 
D WIFE. 
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WI F E. 
Ill not be abus d, Jabn. [Cries.] 
FAR ME R. 


Come, prithee no Croying. 
The Ghoaſt, among Friends, was much 
giv'n to Loying. 


WIFE. 
Tl tear out her Eyes 
FARMER. 

I thought, Dame, of matching 
Your Neails againſt hers—for * both 
good at ſcratching. 
They may talk of the Country, but, | 

ſay, in Town, 


Their Throats are much woider, to ſwal- 
low Things down, 


* PI 
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I'll uphold, in a Week —by my Troth I 


| dont't joke— 
That our little Sa/—ſhall fright all the 
Town Folk. ( 
Come, get me ſome Supper—But firſt let 
me peep 
At the reſt of my Children—my Calves, 
and my Sheep. 
[Gomg.] 
WIFE. 
Ah! Jabn ! 
- FARMER, 
Nay, chear up—let not Ghoaſts) 
trouble thee— | 
Bridget ! look in thy Glaſs—and there 


thou may'ſt ſee, > 
I defie mortal Man—to maake Cuckold | 
I o me. 3 
| [Exeunt.] 


The EN D. 


